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Then I said good-bye to him and walked into Glubb's
office at precisely ten-thirty.

Glubb looked critically at my civilian clothes.

"I think we shall have to put you into uniform.
Would you like to drive down to the Stores ? The plane
goes in half an hour/' He gave instructions, and I was
driven away quickly to the Stores where I took off all
my clothes in exchange for a khaki shirt, a suit of battle-
dress, an Arab Legion cap for use in towns, and a com-
plete head-dress for the desert. Ten minutes later Glubb
arrived in his car, and I walked out and saluted smartly,
I was an officer again.

The little plane flew smoothly in the calm air above
the tawny desert, and landed on a sandy strip by the
blue lagoon at Akaba.

Glubb inspected the guard drawn up outside the
police-post with their belts blancoed to a dazzling white;
then we went to lunch in the police officer's cottage.
His servant greeted Glubb with devotion and followed
him about throughout the day. Later I discovered the
servant's eyes had become diseased, and he was going
blind, but Glubb sent him to an oculist he knew in
Jerusalem who saved his sight. The white walls were
adorned with gay pictures of flowers and red and blue
birds painted in wash on the plaster, for the servant was
also an artist.

At the next barracks Glubb found by his desk a
message for him written in a shaky hand. " This is to
show that I can now read and write." Signed,
" Mohammed." He sent for Mohammed to congratu-
late him. Presently a tough, hairy warrior, cross-
slashed with bandoliers and armed with pistol and
dagger swinging about his khaki skirts, marched in
smartly and saluted.